
Miss Lydia Lyabed was the next to 
have her Fortune told, and cameftretch- 
Ing and yawning to Mr. Crop, who 
knowing her to be juft awake, aiked 
her if Ihe was up for the whole day ? at 
fhe fame time repeating thefe lines. 



Crop the Conjurer. 

7 ben your labour and toil will all be in 
v ain y 

And your trouble return in undrejjing again . 

Some ihiiik thofe beneath them, 
who are not equal to them in rudenefs. 
Mifs Lydia thought all beneath her, 
who could not lie in bed as long, and 
have their breakfaft in bed, then take 
another nap till twelve o’clock, and 
then fcold the maid for coming 
to call them. She thought that 
Mr. Crop would have given her at 
Jeaft a coach and fix ; but Crop al- 
ways fpoke the truth, and never flat- 
tered any one : He told her if {he 
would enjoy a coach aad fix, fine 
rife in a morning at fix o’clock ; but 
Mifs Lydia thought it very vulgar to 


